


“Academy is the word for the place 
where Plato taught. So why would 
they take this ancient Greek word 
and put it on something they obvi- 
ously intend to be anti-Socratic, 
closed, and full of teachers who dic- 
tate the rules all day long?”—Page 13 
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Here Come the Hubbies 


ll right, time for the 1994 Drive-In 

Academy Award nominations, better 
known, of course, as The Hubbies. And this 
year we have some new rules. 

If you wanna vote, you gotta send mea 
statement with your ballot that says, “I 
saw at least fifty sleazy videos in the course 
of 1994, and I didn’t just read Joe Bob’s 
descriptions of the movies and vote for the 
funniest one.” 

I mean it. 

I’m sick of this. 

We're trying to run an organization 
that recognizes artistic greatness, and we’ve 
got people who think they’re fillin out an 
All-Star ballot from McDonald’s. Please. 
Get with the program. 

I do not wanna have to tell you again. 

The awards ceremonies will be held in 
Grapevine, Texas, sometime in May. I’d be 
more specific, but I’m too lazy to figure it 
out right now. 

And the nominees are: 


| 8 
flick 

The Harvest, story of a depressed out- 
of-work screenwriter who goes to Mexico to 
finish his script, gets knocked out by thugs 


who forcibly remove his left kidney, recu- 
perates in the place where they filmed 


beautiful blonde nurse from Chicago, and takes her 
to his California wheat farm where he fights off an 
army of surgical killers. 

Haunted Symphony, a/k/a Hellfire, starring Ben 
Cross as a third-rate composer in 18th-century France 
who gets hired by a foxy heiress to complete the 
symphony her uncle was writing when the town 
lynched him for being a devil worshipper. 

Quick, the story of a blonde bombshell assassin 
who walks into Beverly Hills boutiques and blows 
gangsters away, but feels real depressed about it 
afterwards—kind of like Mary Tyler Moore Joins the 





Best Monster nominee Angus Scrimm gives us the evil 
eye as the dreaded Tall Man in Phantasm III, up for 


Night of the Iguana, falls in love with a Best Horror Flick of 1994. 


Mafia, with kinky sex. 

Rescue Me, an action/adventure/comedy/teen 
nookie/road movie with a few crying scenes tossed in, 
about a geek yearbook photographer who sets out 
cross-country to rescue a kidnapped cheerleader. 

Road Kill USA, the story of a typical psychotic 
white-trash couple careening across the back high- 
ways of the South with a hapless good-ole-boy teen- 
ager in the back seat, trying to figure out why they 
keep driving all through the night and giggling 
about whoever they just carved up, clubbed to death, 
or crushed to death with a hydraulic lift. 


horror flick 


Haunted Symphony: See “Best Flick.” 

Hellbound, starring Chuck Norris as a cop who 
goes to Israel to apprehend a 700-year-old demon 
who’s going all over the world, killing holy men, so he 
can reassemble the ancient Crown of the Scepter of 
Prosatanos (don’t ask), and then sacrifice an airhead 
bimbo so he can open the gates to hell. 

Phantasm III: Lord of the Dead, about this real 
ugly-lookin old skinny guy who goes around collect- 
ing dead bodies, and the way you know he’s coming 
is that a flying Christmas tree ornament with dag- 
gers stickin out of it tries to imbed itselfin your skull 
right before The Tall Man shows up. 

The Refrigerator, about a Yuppie couple from 
Ohio who move to the Lower East Side of New York 
City where they get an apartment for 200 bucks a 
month—and don’t think anything is wrong. Unfor- 
tunately, the refrigerator chews people up and 
squeezes all the blood out of their bodies and turns 
them into zombies and sends them to hell. 

Shrunken Heads, the story of what would hap- 
pen if three kids in the neighborhood got blown away 
by thugs working for a lesbian gangster, but then 
they had their heads cut off and boiled in a vat by the 
friendly neighborhood comic book salesman and 
Haitian voodoo police officer, and then they came 
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Sleazy Lawyer Alert! 


The 202 Drive-In, on Rt. 202 in Media, 
Pennsylvania, has been demolished—and that 
includes the sixty-five-foot high landmark 
screen, which weighed fifty-eight tons. The 500- 
car drive-in was opened by Arlene Lenz in 1949 
with the film Tulsa, starring Susan Hayward 
and Tyrone Power. In 1963, she sold it to Budco 
Theaters, and they in turn sold it to AMC 
Theaters in 1985. A year later AMC wanted out 
of the drive-in business and sold it to Leon and 
Bernice Chetty, who run a moon-roof and sun- 
roof business across the street and had always 
wanted the drive-in. They ended up renting it to 
AMC anyway, but when AMC opened a nine- 
plex indoor-bullstuff nearby, Leon and Bernice 
had to close down because they’ signed a “no- 
compete” clause in the rental contract. So, as 
you can see, the Jawyers got em. Keith and Ruth 
van Baak reminds us that, without eternal 
vigilance, it can happen here. 


back to life and flew around with knives between 
their teeth, getting revenge by slicing up criminals 
and turning em into friendly zombies who go around 
cleaning off graffiti and replacing the trash in up- 
turned Dumpsters. 

The Unearthing, about the ancient Filipino cult 
of vampires who live in rural Wisconsin and eat live 
fetuses. 


erotic thriller 


Cold Sweat, the Canadian hired-assassin erotic 
ghost story about a hitman hired by Shannon Tweed’s 
husband to kill either her or the man she’s sleeping 
with, but meanwhile he’s trying to get rid of the sexy 
nekkid ghost that’s following him around. 

Discretion Assured, an erotic whodunit starring 
Michael York as a businessman in Brazil who’s 
bored with his wife (Dee Wallace Stone) and bored 
with his mistress (Jennifer O’Neill), and so he’s 
making the sign of the triple-finned hammerhead 
with Elizabeth Gracen. 

Killer Looks, starring Sara Suzanne Brown as 
the big-breasted wife who cries a lot when her kinky 
husband makes her bring home strange men for his 
amusement. 

Scorned, the excellent Hand That Rocks the 
Cradle rip-off, with Shannon Tweed as the Widow 
From Hell, Tutor From Hell, and Psycho Sex Demon 
From Hell. 

Sexual Outlaws, the story of a typical couple who 
own a swingers magazine, only the wife falls in love 
through the mail with a mute ex-con murder sus- 
pect. 


{kung fu flick 


American Cyborg, the first right-to-life sci-fi 





flick, about a fetus-in-a-jar that’s gonna save the 
world, with a lot of cannibals and mutants rampag- 
ing through the streets in full-body gross-out makeup. 

Eyes of the Serpent: Samurai kung-fu comedy 
about two duelling queens who are trying to capture 
the magic swords, translate the ancient scrolls, and 
achieve absolute power while sleeping with whoever 
they want to and torturing the servants. 

Ice, the story of a sensitive kung-fu-trained dia- 
mond thief who works for insurance companies who 
don’t trust the cops to recover stolen jewelry and so 
they hire Traci Lords and her boy- 
friend instead. 

Red Sun Rising, the movie that 
asks the question, “What if the El 
Lay gang wars were really caused 
entirely by Japanese samurai drug 
lords and their armies of black- 
magic killer ninjas?” 

Resort To Kill, an army of 
Mayan Steroid Monsters facing 
Rowdy Roddy Piper in the jungle. 


Haction flick 


Backstreet Justice, the story of 
a female private eye in a scummy 
Pittsburgh neighborhood who’s try- 
ing to solve all these murder and 


the cops are doing the murders. 

The Dallas Connection, the story of a six-foot big- 
breasted foreign agent in the tiniest mini-skirt in the 
history of the universe, who has wild animal sex with 
people, shoots them in the forehead, then says, “God 
you were good—but hey, so was I.” 

Enemy Gold, the saga of enormous-breasted 
undercover federal agents firing off automatic weap- 
ons and riding dirtbikes through the East Texas 
piney woods in search of buried Confederate gold 
while being hunted down by a Bolivian topless-bar- 
owning cocaine dealer with terrible diction. 

Midnight Witness, road picture based on the 
Rodney King case where a couple videotapes a police 
beating, the cops bust up their apartment, a dead 
body results, and pretty soon the couple is heading 
for Vegas with angry cops in pursuit. 

Quick: See “Best Flick.” 


E{mindless sex comedy 


Bikini Drive-In, topless bimbos being hosed down 
on a parking lot while a bikini babe sits in the drive- 
in office counting money, having sex, foiling gang- 
sters, having sex, hiring bikini girls to distract 
drivers on the highway, and having sex. 

Dinosaur Island, prehistoric bikini babes wear- 
ing nothing but furry loin cloths and animal-skin 
tops, running around a desert island being chased by 
giant dinosaurs and ripping off their clothes for some 


stranded Army guys who wash up on shore one day. 

Teenage Catgirls in Heat, the story of what 
would happen if somebody’s grandma in Texas un- 
leashed the power of the 4,000-year-old Keshra Cat 
Sphinx, causing cats to fling themselves off tele- 
phone poles and railroad bridges, committing sui- 
cide and turning into ravenous oversexed man- 
eating bimbos that prance around on tiptoe. 

Test Tube Teens From the Year 2000, the tale of 
high school students from the future who zap them- 
selves back to 1994 so they can sneak into a girls 





boarding school, dress in drag, sleep with future 
Playboy Playmates, and convince Morgan Fairchild 
that she shouldn’t carry out her plan to make all sex 
illegal. 


actor 


Sean Bridgers, Road Kill USA, as the small- 
town South Carolina kid who, even after the fourth 
murder, still thinks he’s just riding around with 
some eccentrics. 

Ben Cross, for two roles—Haunted Symphony, 
as the composer who puts on his frilly shirt, starts 
playing the piano, and ends up strangling hookers 
with piano wire down at the local brothel; and Cold 
Sweat, as the sensitive hitman who decides he doesn’t 
like killing anymore, especially when the ghost of an 
innocent victim follows him around in the nude. 

Miguel Ferrer, The Harvest, as the pill-popping 
pottery-smashing burned-out screenwriter who 
wakes up one day to find his left kidney missing. 

Richard Gabai, for two roles—Assault of the 
Party Nerds II: The Heavy Petting Detective, as a 
sleazy detective who goes around E] Lay taking 
pictures of people In Flagrante Aardvarkus, but is 
pressed into service by Grand Fraternity Wizard 
Arte Johnson to save his beloved frat brothers; and 
Dinosaur Island, as the private who washes ashore 
and says “Please, God, let it be Club Med.” 


Gary Graves, Teenage Catgirls in Heat, as the course, at the drive-in; and Dinosaur Island, as the 
goofball “cat finder,” a guy who drives around ina_ catfighting virgin. 
pickup with a vacuum cleaner strapped to his back, Diana Frank, Eyes of the Serpent, as the nubile 
listening for cat brain waves so he can say thingslike princess, frolicking through the woods in a chiffon 
“This has gotta be some lunatic with a gown while being chased by crazed black ninja 
backpack full of cat heads.” knights wearing giant steel Jason hockey 
= masks. 
Hactress Margot Hope, Femme Fontaine: Killer 
Terry Farrell, Red Sun Babe For the CIA, as the Hot Honey who 
Rising, as the tough detec- slinks around the globe in mini-skirts and 
tive in high heels who thinks lingerie, bumping off scuzzballs for the CIA 
the gangs should work to- and taking on a crazed band of lesbian neo- 
gether but hates the Japa- Nazis. 
nese because they took Michelle Johnson, Body Shot, as the horny 
her dad’s job in a Detroit model who says, after a particularly sweaty ses- 
car plant and caused him sion, “Did you just get out of prison or what?” and, in 
to work at a liquor store her big emotional moment, “I’m not a whore!” 
where he got murdered. Cassandra Leigh, Midnight Tease, as the troubled 
Kim Morgan Greene, for young dancer-with-a-heart-of-darkness in a Nekkid 
two roles—Resort To Kill, as Garbonza Joint who decides that something might 
the fearless reporter who wears be wrong when she starts having dreams where she 
a lot of expensive short skirts slits the throats of all her customers and all the other 
and stands around the jungle dancers. 
while stuff blows up; and Brittany McCrena, Taxi Dancers, as the little 
Scorned, as the ditzy pill- babe from Arizona who gets out of a cab one day, goes 
poppin wife who says “Don’t to work dancing with geeks, falls in love with the 
patronize me, I am not crazy!” first pizza delivery boy she meets, considers marry- 
Nicole Hansen, American ing a gambling addict who’s been married six times, 
Cyborg, as the heroine who’s and mostly sits around with her legs crossed and her 
carrying a live fetus around eyes glazed over. 
in a backpack and only has Rhonda Shear, Assault of the Party Nerds II: The 
thirty-six hours to make it Heavy Petting Detective, as a hick bimbo who snorts 
ten miles to the port, where like a horse and lounges around in a bikini. 
a boat will come take the Jewel Shepard, Caged Heat 2, as the nubile, 
fetus to Europe and hatch it pouty-lipped CIA agent who carries a bag of cocaine 
in a place where there are through the airport so she'll get arrested and sent to 
still a few human beings an island-fortress Filipino prison to rescue a prin- 
left who don’t have any 



























cess. 


fungus growing on their Jylie K. Smith earns a Julie K. Smith, The Dallas Connection, as an 

faces. Breast Actress nomi- undercover agent who travels around the world 
Teri Polo, Quick, the nation for two very blowing up renowned scientists and doing amazing 

chain-smoking guilt-rid- 00d reasons. things in a hot tub. 

den hitwoman who only kills for true love, helping Vanna White, Gypsy Angels, who wears a gold- 


slimeball DEA agent Jeff Fahey work off his gam- sequined bra under her clothes at all times and says 
bling debts, so that later Jeffll chain her to the bed, things like “Love me, please, love me” and “He lied to 
pull her hair, and make her yell a lot. me! Jeff promised that he’d always be with me!” and 

Vivian Schilling, Future Shock, as a paranoid “Let me tell you one thing, mister. I am one fine 
housewife, left all alone in her big Malibu mansion, stripper, real kinky. You know what I mean? You 
who finds out that her suspicions are true: there are betcha,” and, in her big emotional moment, “No more 
wild wolves killing all the pets and chewing people’s G-strings. No more smoky rooms, and potheads, and 


faces off in the Malibu canyons. hookers, and those old terrible men, and the tassels.” 
Bis slimeboll 
ey OCTFSSS Maxwell Caulfield, Midnight Witness, as a cor- 


Michelle Bauer, for three roles—Assault of the rupt cop who’s not too happy when he finds out he 
Party Nerds II: The Heavy Petting Detective, as the just auditioned for I Witness Video. 
lonely belching horny housewife; Bikini Drive-In, as Rick Dean, for two roles—Saturday Night Spe- 
the ultimate scream queen, doing that Michelle cial,asthe loudmouth redneck bartender who spends 
Bauer vamp pout by the pool, in the limo, and, of all his time watering down the liquor, counting his 
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money, and going fishing; and One Man Army, as the 
crooked sheriff who accepts money from a rich sleazoid 
who runs prostitution, gambling and immigrant- 
smuggling operations through an old abandoned 
mine. 

Jeff Fahey, Quick, as a lizard-face slicked-hair 
sleazebag DEA agent who says “I trusted you, baby, 
but you never should have trusted me.” 

Robert Forster, Body Chemistry 3, as a sleazy 
network executive who beats up hookers, cheats on 
his wife, keeps trophy bimbos on his yacht, and says 
“A woman is not in jeopardy unless the threat comes 
from a man.” 

Sonny Landham, Taxi Dancers, as the half- 
drunk half-crazy Vegas gambler, who says 
“Tm so rich I own my own S-and-L” and “A 
gambler has a death wish—tonight I’m 
betting my whole future on you, and I don’t 
wanna come up snake eyes.” 

John Laughlin, Improper Conduct, the 
ad executive who’s so creepy, sleazy, slimy, 
geeky, oily, and generally a Reptile in a 
Business Suit that he spends all his time 
recruiting “executive assistants” he can 
sleep with. 

James Lew, Red Sun Rising, as a long- 
haired Michael Bolton-lookin assassin who 
does this thing with his finger called the 
“death touch.” He sticks his finger in your 
ribs, like he’s about to tickle your belly 
button, and it causes you to start throwin 
up and then keel over dead on the pave- 
ment. 

Ron Pearlman, Cronos, as the broken-nose killer 
who dances on his uncle’s dead body and screams 
“Everything is mine!” 

Andrew Porter, Road Kill USA, as a twisted 
sneering redneck maniac with too much time on his 
hands. 

Dave Thomas, Cold Sweat, as the disgusting 
overweight Binaca-spraying real estate mogul mar- 
ried to Shannon Tweed who breaks a lot of expensive 
dinnerware and says “You’re screwing around on 
me, aren’t you?” 


bitch 

Lenore Andriel, E'yes of the Serpent, as the bitch 
queen Corva, searching for that perfect nekkid girl 
to sacrifice on the altar of blood and become ruler of 
the world, while screaming “Do I have to do every- 
thing myself?” 

Ami Dolenz, Rescue Me, as the smart-mouth 
little rich-girl cheerleader Prairie Queen at a Ne- 
braska high school who gets kidnapped by aa couple 
of Beavis-and-Butthead crooks. 

Pamella D’Pella, Caged Heat 2, as the black gang 
leader who shoots heroin, dances nekkid, and says “I 


am not your bluebird in a cage!” 
Meg Foster, Resort To Kill, as the cold-blooded 


mad archeologist who carries out the ancient Mayan 
ritual of chasing men through the woods until an 
incredible amount of adrenalin is shooting through 
their bodies, killing them, injecting them with corti- 
sone and stuffing a plant down their throats, and 
turning them into unkillable warriors. 

Beverly Garland, Haunted Symphony, as the 
housekeeping witch who grinds up maggots and 
feeds em to the cast, then tries to kill the heroine so 
she can claim her body and be young again and have 
sex with a dead man. 


monster 
Uri Gavriel, American Cyborg, as the grotesquely- 





Best Bitch candidate Pamella D’Pella tries giving Jewel 
Shepard the axe in Caged Heat 2. 


deformed cannibal mutant leader who drools over a 
woman strapped to across and says “I believe beauty 
can only truly be appreciated through taste.” 

John Ryan, American Cyborg, as the pizza-faced 
indestructible robot killing machine with an auto- 
matic rifle and a computer-guided targeting system 
in his bionic eyeballs and a nail where his finger is 
supposed to be—a literal finger nail. 

Angus Scrimm, Phantasm III: Lord of the Dead, 
as the Tall Man, hangin around eastern Oregon, 
going from small town to small town, cleanin out the 
mortuaries while his army of zombie monks roam 
the countryside in pink hearses, trying to kill the 
remaining members of the cast. 

Woon, Resort To Kill, as the most notorious 
serial killer in history, who has been killed by Meg 
Foster’s men, injected with rare Mayan steroids, and 
turned loose in the jungle to become an indestruc- 
tible killing machine. 

Lenore Zann, Cold Sweat, as the sexy ghost who 
gets killed in the first scene of the movie but finishes 
the movie. 


femme fatale 


Bo Derek, Woman of Desire, as the Queen Slut of 
the Caribbean who sleeps with half the sailors in the 


Atlantic, causes Jeff Fahey to be sent to jail on a 
murder charge, and says “A long time ago I decided 
that the key to life was pleasing men.” 

Leilani Sarelle Ferrer, The Harvest, as the sul- 
try blonde who likes to dance with an ice cube in her 
pants and stand in the rain while saying “I like to get 
wet.” 

Elizabeth Gracen, Discretion Assured, as the hot 
little call girl with a heart of gold, who says “I prefer 
primitive art, with snakes and scorpions.” 

ShariShattuck, Body Chemistry 3, as the psycho- 
bitch hostess of a sex phone-in show with picture- 
phones! who says “Don’t touch me, I might have an 
orgasm.” 

Julie Strain, for two 
roles—The Dallas Connec- 
tion, as Black Widow, the 
international assassin pos- 
ing as the ruthless owner of 
a country-western topless 
bar who has to have sex with 
anybody she kills; and En- 
emy Gold, as the brunette 
hired assassin from Hous- 
ton who likes to dress up in 
black-leather topless outfits 
and do sword dances by a 
campfire. 


kickboxer 


Traci Lords, Ice, featur- 
ing a lot of scenes where 
Traci puts on a tight sweater 
and sneaks up on Italian 
hitmen and kicks them in 
the head before they roll 
down a hill, reach for their 
gun, and get shot four times 
in the chest, dying slow, ago- 
nizing deaths. 

Chuck Norris, Hell- 
bound, who takes on a whole army of hooded de- 
monic kung-fu monks and saves a bimbo from being 
sacrificed on a concrete slab. 

Rowdy Roddy Piper, Resort To Kill, the only ex- 
pro wrestler who can actually act, as acop who teams 
up with a grief-stricken Japanese samurai patrol- 
man who accidentally shot his wife to death but lived 
to fire again, on a suicide mission into the jungle. 

Jerry Trimble, One Man Army, as a mild-man- 
nered E] Lay Tae Kwon Do teacher who sounds like 
a Latvian accountant with a hernia as he kicks 
righteous hiney back in his tiny hometown where a 
crooked sheriff is smuggling immigrants. 

Don “The Dragon” Wilson, Red Sun Rising, as a 
half-Japanese, half-American cop who’s working in 
Kyoto when his partner gets wasted and so he goes 
to El] Lay and searches for the wealthy gangster who 
did it. 





Best Femme Fatale hopeful J ‘lie 
Strain is a killer in bed. 
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E/gross-out effect 


American Cyborg: Transmission dropped on a 
guy's head. 

Body Chemistry 3: Licking. (Don’t ask.) 

The Crawlers: Tree root through the eyeball. 

Cronos: A guy looks in the mirror, sees his face 
peeling off, rips open his shirt, and sticks his hand 
inside his stomach to see what it feels like in there. 

Enemy Gold: Tree branch through the neck. 

Eyes of the Serpent: Eye burned out with a hot 
poker, in closeup. 

The Harvest: Pottery shard to the jugular. 

Haunted Symphony: Composer pulled apart limb 
from limb by wild horses. 

Mirror Mirror 2: Table-saw 
to the back. 

The Refrigerator: Blender 
face-chewing. 

Road Kill USA: Jeff Pillars 
is a sSleazeball motel owner and 
rapist who dies by having his 
mouth and nostrils Super-Glued 
shut. 

Shrunken Heads: Mouth 
maggots. 

The Unearthing: An old zom- 
bie woman sucks blood out of 
human wrists, claws her way up 
onto the roof and starts twitch- 
ing until a 90-foot-long throb- 
bing bloody muscle unspools out 
of her throat like a garden hose 
and snakes its way into the bed- 
room where a pregnant girl is 
sleeping and hooks up to the 
umbilical cord. 

The Unearthing: Garden hoe 
to the forehead. 


SC@NE% we couldn't make up 


Angel of Destruction: Maria Ford is awakened by 
a prowler and does a five-minute kung fu scene in the 
nude, complete with scissor-kicks. 

The Crawlers: A guy escapes from jail by picking 
the lock on his cell. 

The Crawlers: In the middle of a high-speed car 
chase, a guy pulls off the road for no reason and 
finishes the chase on foot. 

The Dallas Connection: Wendy Hamilton, a ruth- 
less big-breasted federal agent, sabotages a Jet Ski 
by pouring Diet Coke into the gas tank. 

Demon Keeper: When members of a seance party 
start being slaughtered by a ten-foot-tall lizard de- 
mon who speaks through a larynx box, the house 
guests look temporarily surprised—then have an- 
other drink. 

Demon Keeper: Elsa Martin is a lesbian who 
massages another woman and says, “I’m very good at 


this—I used to be a misogy- 
nist: 

Dinosaur Island: Tom 
Shell, stranded on a desert is- 
land, finds a giant blue dino- 
saur egg and says “My God, 
think of the cholesterol.” 

Eyes of the Serpent: Diana 
Frank, as a princess, listens to 
a story of horrible tragic guilt 
and shame and murder, and 
says “Well, we all make mis- 
takes.” 

Femme Fontaine: Killer 
Babe For the CIA: Margot Hope, 
in the title role, kills an inter- 
national master criminal by 
knocking on his door and pre- 
tending he ordered her from an 
escort service. 

Gypsy Angels: Vanna White 
is driving cross-country when 
she sees an airplane, becomes 
disoriented by trying to drive 
and look at the airplane at the 
same time, runs off the road, 
rolls her car, and starts scream- 
ing “Get me outta here! It’s gonna blow!” So the pilot 
lands the plane on the highway, runs over to the car, 
and pulls her out—right before it blows. They fall in 
love. 

Hellbound: Chuck Norris tries to kill the devil 
and all his minions—with kung fu. 

Ice: Traci Lords takes a shower but fails to 
remove her underwear. 

Ice: Criminals stage a running gunbattle in a 
hockey rink, during a hockey game. The game con- 
tinues. 

Mirror Images IT: Kristine Kelly plays a psy- 
chotherapist who has sex with her clients as part of 
the therapy. 

Nothing To Lose: Hero Juliano Mer is captured 
by the most vicious coke dealers in Montreal, strung 
up by his wrists, and tortured—by being punched 
once in the tummy. 

Nothing To Lose: Mumbledy-mouth French kung- 
fu star Juliano Mer points to a punching bag and 
screams “This is me!” 

Nothing To Lose: A woman is raped by homo- 
sexuals in clown suits. 

Rescue Me: Peter DeLuise, as a dimwit kidnap- 
per, explains why he has an unconscious woman 
over his shoulder by saying “She just got Rolfed.” 

Resort To Kill: A Chippendale dancer turns 
nasty in the middle of his routine and becomes a 
kung-fu killer. 

Saturday Night Special: Billy Burnette, in his 
big sex scene with Maria Ford, insists on keeping all 
his clothes on, including his shirt, and kisses her 





Rowdy Roddy Piper manages to 
bag two nominations (Best Kick- 
boxer, Best Dialogue), but can’t 
seem to get his pants on right. 


with his mouth closed, like a 
dead wall-eyed bass. 
dialogue 

Sarah Bellomo, Bikini Drive- 
In: “How can you do this to me? 
I gave you the best three months 
of my life!” 

Dirk Benedict, Demon 
Keeper: “I sense an omnipres- 
ence in this house.” 

Jimmy Broome, Angel of 
Destruction: “Remember me, 
Carl? You left me and my men 
to die in Angola. I didn’t like 
that.” 

Dave Cox, Teenage Catgirls 
in Heat: “Jesus! Suicidal Egyp- 
tian cat cults?” 

Terry Farrell, Red Sun Ris- 
ing: “Men think they own 
women after sex. Nobody owns 
me.” 

Tina Fite, Taxi Dancers: “My 
nipple’s killing me.” 

Meg Foster, Resort To Kill: 
“When I close my eyes all men 
are the same.” 

Nicole Hansen, American Cyborg: “Yow’re a cy- 
borg! You lied to me!” 

Julius Harris, Shrunken Heads: “I will pluck out 
your tongues with bull cutters and roast them, and 
I will take your brains and chill them for the pur- 
poses of garnishment.” 

Andre Jacobs, Demon Keeper: “Tell me—what 
did I ever do to get mixed up in your lousy karma?” 

Joe Lara, American Cyborg: “’m what you calla 
realist—the only real thing is me.” 

Cassandra Leigh, Midnight Tease: “I take off my 
clothes for hundreds of men every night. Sometimes 
I even like it.” 

Jessica Mark, Angel of Destruction: “If this al- 
bum hits, I’ll drop him like a greased pig.” 

Rodrigo Obregon, Enemy Gold: “Jewell Panther! 
You are as beautiful as you are deadly!” 

Jennifer O’Neill, Discretion Assured: “It’s you! 
The queen of the sluts!” 

Robert Patrick, Body Shot: “I came out here with 
a couple of friends—Jack Daniels and Jim Beam.” 

Deanna Perry, Road Kill USA: “I was abducted 
by aliens once. At least I think I was. There was this 
weekend when I was about 18 years old that I don’t 
remember nothing about.” 

Roddy Piper, Resort To Kill: “There is no juris- 
diction when it comes to a killer, Captain.” 

Spridle Pollak, Assault of the Party Nerds II: The 
Heavy Petting Detective: “Does a one-legged duck 
swim in circles?” 

Poster for Teenage Catgirls in Heat: “When they 


rub against your leg, you cough up the hairball!” 

Ashley Riley, Midnight Tease: “God, I hate men. 
Maybe Ill become a lesbian. On second thought, I 
hate women, too.” 

Tom Schultz, Eyes of the Serpent: “Well, well, 
well, a man wearing a metal pig face.” 

David Simonds, The Refrigerator: “I am the 
waffle maker!” 

Peter Spellos, Dinosaur Island: “It’s time to kick 
some monster ass!” 

Charlie Spradling, Angel of Destruction: “The 
broken nose is for the girl. The vasectomy’s free.” 

Andrew Stevens, Body Chemistry 3: “Why don’t 
you slip out of that wet raincoat and into a dry 
martini?” 

Julie Strain, Enemy Gold: “And when we find 
them, we can hunt them down like small animals, 
and no one will be able to hear their cries of pain and 
despair.” 

Shannon Tweed, Scorned: “In an hour, I prom- 
ise, you'll be able to beg in two languages.” 

Chick Vennera, Body Chemistry 3: “She’s the 
kind of woman who makes you sit up and beg.” 

Shannon Whirry, Mirror Images IT: “lve got an 
overheated everything—just like mother.” 

Ray Wise, Body Shot: “If you don’t get the mes- 
sage soon, you’re gonna be taking pictures of 
weightlifters for the Big House Gazette!” 

Michael York, Discretion Assured: “Get out, you 
stupid sniveling little bitch!” 

E]body count 

American Cyborg: 64. 

Angel of Destruction: 58. 

Ice: 53. 

Shrunken Heads: 43. 

Caged Heat 2: 36. 

Eyes of the Serpent: 34. 

Resort To Kill: 30. 

Red Sun Rising: 25. 

Phantasm III: Lord of the Dead: 23. 

Enemy Gold: 22. 

Femme Fontaine: Killer Babe for the CIA: 22. 


E]breast count 


Midnight Tease: 126. 

Bikini Drive-In: 34. 

Killer Looks: 34. 

Teenage Catgirls in Heat: 32. 
Mirror Images IT: 28. 

The Dallas Connection: 26. 
Dinosaur Island: 24. 

Sexual Outlaws: 24. 

Test Tube Teens From the Year 2000: 22. 
Caged Heat 2: 20. 

Enemy Gold: 20. 


director 
Tony Elwood, Road Kill USA. 


Rick King, Quick. 

David Marconi, The Harvest. 

Scott Perry, Teenage Catgirls in Heat. 

David Tausik, Haunted Symphony. 

All ballots should be marked with a No. 2 pencil 
and sent to Joe Bob Briggs, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 
75221. 

When the winners come out, no whining. 


Drive-In THEATER 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
Saturdays at 9 p.m. Eastern, 8 Central, 7 Mountain, 11 Pacific. 
Joe Bob appears before, after and between the night’s triple 
feature, with special guests, commentary and sketches. 


LEATHER FREAKS, LOINCLOTH BABES 
& Loonie Rogots 


April 29: Zipperface (premiere): Sloooooo0ow psycho 
thriller about an S&M freak who wears head-to-toe leather and 
slices up hookers, with Donna Adams as the cop assigned to 
the case. She ends up sleeping with chief suspect Jonathan 
Mandell, and predictable whodunit zaniness ensues. One and 
a half stars. 

Second feature: Dinosaur Island: Scream queens Mich- 
elle Bauer, Antonia Dorian, Griffen Drew and Toni Naples 
star in this low-budget cross between Jurassic Park and Mon- 
ster on Party Beach that features virgin sacrifice, Amazon river 
bathing, jungle hot-tub massage, cheesy dinosaur attacks, 
catfights, pterodactyl-hunting, purple cave monsters, and, of 
course, primitive pesticide labs. Also starring B-movie vets 
Ross Hagen, Richard Gabai and Peter Spellos, and di- 
rected by exploitation meisters Fred Olen Ray and Jim 
Wynorski. Four stars. 

Third feature: American Cyborg: Steel Warrior: 
Weirdbeard shot-in-Israel futuristic trash-dump sci-fi, with 
cannibals and mutants rampaging through the streets in full- 
body gross-out makeup, and Nicole Hansen carrying a live 
fetus around in a backpack as she tries to make it to the port, 
where a boat will come take the fetus to Europe and hatch it in 
a place where there are still a few human beings left who don’t 
have fungus growing on their faces. She’s being chased by an 
indestructible robot killing machine with an automatic rifle 
and acomputer-guided targeting system in his bionic eyeballs 
(John Ryan), but she’s being helped by a long-haired body- 
builder cyborg (Joe Lara). The first right-to-life sci-fi flick. 
Three stars. 


KILLER Looks AND KILLER Docs 


May 6: Scorned (premiere): Excellent Hand That Rocks 
the Cradle ripoff, with Shannon Tweed as the Widow From 
Hell, Tutor From Hell, and Psycho Sex Demon From Hell. 
Shannon’s target is Andrew Stevens, and she won’t rest until 
she’s slept with Andrew, his son, and his ditzy pill-popping wife, 
Kim Morgan Greene. She’s so despicable that she even 
murders the live-in Meskin housekeeper. Three stars. 

Second feature: Night Eyes III: Shannon Tweed is a 
stuck-up Charlie’s Angels-type TV star forced to hire Andrew 
Stevens as her personal security guard when her creep ex- 
boyfriend won't take “Go away’ for an answer. Pretty soon she’s 
making the sign of the twin-humped ocelot with the hired help, 
but a rival security firm is sitting in the next room, taping all 
the good parts. Three stars. 

Third feature: Man’s Best Friend: Killer-dog flick starring 
Ally Sheedy as a crusading TV reporter who busts an experi- 
mental lab animal out of a top-secret research facility run by 
crazed doctor Lance Henriksen, setting off a cycle of carnage 
and horror in which the dog always wins. Three stars. 


OVERSEXED WRITERS & OVERTAXED BURGLARS 
May 13: Cool Surface, L.A. Goddess, The Ref 


Reviews by the Horror Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


HH OUSE OF FRANKENSTEIN 
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“Somewhat slow moving” yet “decent” “serene and Gothic” 
“monster jamboree” starring the “terrific as usual” Boris Karloff 
as a “cold, creepy and clever” scientist who escapes from prison 
and revives Dracula (“impressive” John Carradine), the Fran- 
kenstein monster (Glenn Strange), and the Wolfman 
(“wooden but likeable” “perpetually whiny” Lon Chaney 
Jr.) to help him exact revenge. J. Carrol Naish is “spec- 
tacular” as Karloffs “abused, hunchbacked” “homicidal, 
sensitive and lovesick” servant, a “creepy yet likeable tragic 
figure,” who turns on his master, right before “the custom- 
ary band of enraged villagers show up.” “Anepicin the realm 
of monster movies. This is almost pro-monster, making the 
monsters seem extremely innocent and caring.” “Standard 
horror film of its time. No longer is one monster enough. To 
make the films new and different, Universal keeps coming 
up with various combinations of their stars. This essentially 
serves as a sequel to Frankenstein Meets the Wolfman.” 
“This might as well have been two separate movies. The 
Dracula portion has absolutely nothing to do with the 
Frankenstein monster and Wolfman portion. The film com- 
pletely changes gears in the middle.” “Not one of the best 
Universal horror films—the Count Dracula sequence is 
annoyingly irrelevant—but the movie is still a lot of fun.” 
“Too much plot and not enough time to make it work, but 
still enjoyable. This is one of the last of the Frankenstein/ 
Dracula films before Universal goes to the Abbott-and- 
Costello horror comedies.” “Carradine is one of the most 
ineffectual Count Draculas. Hejust can’t generate any real sense 
of menace.” Karloffhas the best line: “If you move, I will send you 
back to the limbo of eternal waiting.” Twelve dead bodies. Two 
explosions. Blood-sucking. One coach chase. Cast: Peter Coe 
(“really awful romantic lead in the Dracula segment,” “atrocious 
accent” as Carl), Elena Verdugo (“wonderful” as “effervescent 
gypsy” Ilonka), Lionel Atwill (“good” as Arnz), George Zucco 
(“good” as “mysterious” Lampini), Anne Gwynne (“very tasty” 
as “lovely” Dracula victim Rita Hussman). Writer: Edward T. 
Lowe (“plot doesn’t make sense,” “patchwork”), from the story 
“The Devil’s Blood” by Curt Siodmak (“cool story idea”). Direc- 
tor: Erle C. Kenton (“straight-faced,” “plenty good,” “great”). 
[Universal/MCA-Universal. 1944/92.] Overall rating: 87. 


Q/6-EVIL 2: THE ASTRAL FACTOR 


“Okay” “lackluster” “unpretentious” 
“standard shocker” about the 976 horo- 
scope phone line that connects straight to 
hell. This time the demonic operators give 
a college dean, “fun fiend” Rene Assa, the 
power to astral-project his body to commit 
evil and chase beautiful young girls. The 
biker who survived the demons in the first 
movie, Patrick O’Bryan, “displays an 
amazing lack of charisma” as the hero 
trying to stop him, but “lead heroine” 
Debbie James, asthe medical examiner’s 
daughter who is targeted by the killer, is 
“delectable,” “believable,” “surprisingly 
watchable but sadly overdressed” as she 
helps him out. “Dimwitted characters blun- 
dering their way through an illogical plot.” 
“Some decent stunts and one incredible 
scene that combines Night of the Living 
Dead with It’s a Wonderful Life.” “Steven 
R. Benson and Apollo Effects pull off a 
nice trick by integrating a performance by 





Official Rating 
System 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 
94-89 Classic 

88-84 Excellent 

83-80 Decent 

79-75 Watchable 

74-65 Pathetic 

64-50 Dog Doo Doo 


Horror Records 
Highest rating: 90 
(Brides of Dracula, 1960). 


Lowest rating: 56 
_ (Caged Terror, 1972). 


supporting actress Leslie Ryan, cute but otherwise un-notewor- 
thy, into footage of It’s a Wonderful Life, until the characters in 
the film are transformed into blood-thirsty zombies out of Night 
of the Living Dead.” “Eric Anjou’s script suffers from the Freddy 
syndrome of never setting limits on the bad guy’s powers. In one 
scene he can do this, in the next he can’t. You mean that killed 


Every monster on the Universal backlot is threatened with a 
brain transplant in the decent but plot-heavy House of Fran- 
kenstein, with Boris Karloff as the mad scientist and Glenn 
Strange as the monster. 


him? What the heck is this guy?” Thirty dead bodies. Two breasts. 
Three motor vehicle chases. Ten explosions, including exploding 
toilet. Cast: Brigitte Nielsen (“stupidly acted bit part,” “exces- 
sively corny walk-on” as owner of Lucifer’s occult bookstore, “who 
wears this Dr. Strange cape and looks like Elvira on steroids” as 
Agnes), Monique Gabrielle (“enough to make any man moan,” 
“drop dead gorgeous’ as attorney Susan Lawlor, “victim ofan out- 
of-control car”), George “Buck” Flower (“amusing” as janitor 
Turrell), Philip McKeon (“hasn’t been to any acting classes” as 
Taylor the cop), Rod McCary (Dr. Jamison). Writer: Eric Anjou 
(“mundane plot, poor pacing”). Director: Jim Wynorski (“one of 
his better,” “another schlock horror pic”). [Cinetel/Vestron. 1991/ 
92.] Overall rating: 79. 


M URDERS IN THE RUE MORGUE 


“Fast-paced” but “tame” “faithful ad- 
aptation” of the Edgar Allan Poe story, 
starring the “exceptional” George C. 
Scott as a retired, agoraphobic, chess- 
playing detective trying to solve the bloody 
murder of a woman and her daughter in 
order to clear his daughter’s slimeball 
fiance (Neil Dickson) of the charges. Look- 
ing over his shoulder the whole time is his 
best friend’s son, “policeman wannabe” 
Val Kilmer, thought by some to be “quite 
good” and by others “flatter than a fourth- 
grade girl.” “A kind of by-the-book, lack- 
luster version in the typical TV-movie 
tradition. Very elegant and beautifully 
shot, but lacking any quirk to make it 
different from previous versions.” “It has 
the look and feel of a Masterpiece Theatre 
production, but is not nearly as stuffy.” 
“Boring, plodding, tedious. The best Poe 
adaptations take great liberties with the 
original stories, usually adding suspense, 


action and blood. There is too little action and suspense.” Scott 
has the best line: “Isn’t that what youth is all about—heartbreak 
and ecstasy?” Four dead bodies. Cast: Rebecca De Mornay 
(“wasted” as Scott’s daughter), Ian McShane (“standout” as the 
“angry” police prefect). Writer: David Epstein (“good for a TV 
movie”). Director: Jeannot Szware (“straightforward”). [Quintex 
Entertainment/Vidmark. 1986/90.] Overall rating: 79. 


REDDY'S DEAD: 
THE FINAL NIGHTMARE 


a 





In the opening sequence of this 
“contrived” “confusing” “not very in- 
teresting” sequel, a kid in a falling 
room (“frightened amnesiac” Shon 
Greenblatt) looks out the window to 
see a broomstick-riding Freddy 
Krueger (“charismatic” Robert 
Englund in his “weakest” perfor- 
mance), “a la Margaret Hamilton, as 
he says ‘T'll get you my pretty ... and 
your soul, too!” Released from the 
dream, the kid visits “child shrink” 
Lisa Zane, a “fine actress” who is 
“literally sleepwalking” through the 
role as she “makes me miss Heather 
Langenkamp.” We soon find out that 
Zane is the daughter of Freddy him- 
self, and she has come to Springwood 
to “lead a Dreamland War” against the 
father who molested her. Zane con- 
sults “demon-busting shrink” Yaphet 
Kotto (“reasonably convincing” al- 
though he’s “above this type of work”), 
then unites “a bunch of reject kids ata 
shelter” and eventually gets into 
Freddy’s brain by wearing 3-D glasses. 
After harrowing sequences involving 
a giant dream-vision video game, and 
a hearing aid that’s been amplified a 
million times, “the ending—which was in 3-D in theaters—is a 
letdown.” “All effects and no substance. Butifthis is truly the last 
of the series, it isn’t a bad way to end—certainly not as dreadful 
as the fifth Halloween or Friday the 13th.” “Very typical Night- 
mare film. Those annoying one-liners are still present and just 
claw at my senses. Freddy is just a clown now.” “Tiresome but 
politically fashionable message of obnoxious teenagers as help- 
less victims of uncaring parents. Whenever I see this sort of thing, 
my first reaction is to hope that the whiny brats die as painfully 
as possible.” “As usual, the surrealism and gallows humor make 
it stand out from run-of-the-mill horror flicks.” “The visual effects 
are very impressive, but by nowthe one-liners have worn too thin. 
The most inspired moments are flashbacks to the pre-burn 
Freddy.” “Not only has New Line been to the Freddy well too 
many times, but that well is bone dry, the bucket leaks, the rope 
is frayed, andthe crank is rusty. Enough!” “Englund should have 
hung up the glove about three flicks ago.” “Is that really Kotto’s 
hair, or did the black sheep of the family die on his head?” 
“Imaginative special effects by Dream Quest Images. Indeed, the 
only value of this film is as a special effects showcase.” Six dead 
bodies. Six explosions, including one exploding head. Severed 
ear. Nose-biting. One motor vehicle chase. Gratuitous Alice 
Cooper. Gratuitous Roseanne & Tom Arnold. Kung Fu. Q-tip 
Fu. Fingernails-on-chalkboard Fu. Cast: Breckin Meyer (“pretty 
good” as Spencer), Lezlie Deane (“rises above the material,” 
“best thing in the movie” as “an abused teen with an attitude, and 
a talent for kickboxing,” the “tough yet vulnerable tomboy” 
Tracy), Johnny Depp (“small cameo”), Ricky Dean Logan 
(Carlos). Writer: Michael De Luca (“plot canyons,” “ludicrous 
plot”), from a story by Rachel Talalay. Director: Talalay 
(“uninspired,” “competent,” “lousy”). [New Line. 1991/92.] Over- 
all rating: 77. 





Caped crusaders Val Kilmer and George C. 
Scott team up in the by-the-book Edgar Allen 
Poe adaptation, Murders in the Rue Morgue. 


NETHER WORLD 


Like-it-or-hate-it voodoo thriller—either “interesting and 
original” or “totally unworthy Full Moon dreck”—starring 
Michael Bendetti as the heir to a Louisiana estate who returns 
to the family plantation and tries to grant the last wish of his 
father, “substandard” Robert Sampson, by bringing him back 
to life using bizarre black-magic rituals. Bendetti is drawn to a 
little country brothel in the swamp where Edgar Winter’s band 
plays all the music, so that a hooker/witch/"bird-fondling voodoo 
pars . ab very ce eee Denise Gentile, can “bring him 

r back to life with little beating birdy 
hearts.” But something is wrong, as 
Bendetti starts growing feathers and 
dad starts appearing as a zombie, 
disrupting Bendetti’s budding rela- 
tionship with “great-looking” Holly 
Floria. “This film has all the trap- 
pings ofa great scary film, except the 
scares. It has tension, intrigue anda 
healthy amount of sexual tease. Un- 
fortunately, just as it begins building 
toward aclimax, the good witch steps 
in andessentially instructs the young 
ingenue to close her eyes and click 
her heels and everything turns out 
allright. Poof! No payoff.” “No heart, 
no fun, no horror.” “Full Moon and 
Charles Band deserve a special 
Hubbie award for sincerely trying to 
add atouch of class and serious crafts- 
manship to the made-for-video B- 
movie genre. This whole genre is 
never going to get mainstream no- 
tice, but this is light-years ahead of 
some of the other dreck.” “A little 
more eroticism and this thing could 
be a low-budget Angel Heart, or at 
least a Cat People with birds. More 
gore and this could be a Serpent and 
the Rainbow on feather-downers. I never got bored.” “Typical 
voodoo mumbo jumbo. Not enough character development.” 
“Someone on the crew should have had the foresight to wake up 
Bendetti before the day’s filming started.” “Floria can’t master 
that Cajun accent, but can she use a riding crop!” “We’re supposed 
to believe that Floria is jailbait here? Oh, how credible!” “Floria 
does what she does best—looking good—but oh, that accent! It’s 
horrible!” “Gentile keeps a nice balance between seductiveness 
and evil.” “If you’ve never seen Phantasm, the flying hand might 
impress you. Since Steve Patino did the mechanical effects for 
both films, it’s a shame.” “Many of the flying-stone-hand scenes 
feature easily detectable wires and very sloppy dolly shadows.” 
Sampson has the best line: “Christ died for his daddy, what’re you 
complainin’ about?” Five dead bodies. Eight breasts. Stake to the 
eyeballs. Hands roll. Cast: Robert Burr (“excellently devilish,” 
“the only tolerable actor in sight” as Mr. Beauregard Yates, Esq.), 
Alex Datcher (“tasty,” “really gets into it,” “shows promise” as 
Mary Magdalene), Holly Butler (“miscast,” “enthusiastic” as 
Marilyn Monroe), George Kelly (“good for a few creepy laughs” 
as “backwoods slimeball” “dance partner from hell” crazy old 
Bijou), Anjenette Comer (“wasted” as Mrs. Palmer), David 
Bryan (“surprise appearance”). Writer: Billy Chicago (“good,” 
“dull, muddled narrative, mired in exposition and flashback”). 
Director: David Schmoeller (“well done,” “cameo as a beer- 
bottle-twirling bartender”). [Full Moon/Paramount. 1991/92. ] 
Overall rating: 76. 


Sor ORITY GIRLS AND 
THE CREATURE FROM HELL 


In this “dreadful” “ham-fisted” “hopeless mess,” some “an- 
noying” college girls go to a cabin with their “understandably 
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available” dates near a site where one of the girls’ uncles is 
conducting an archeological dig. The uncle finds an ancient statue 
that turns him into a “demon of blood” that “looks like a cross 
between Michael Jackson and the Elephant Man.” There’s also an 
escaped convict and a mysterious mountain man lurking around 
out there somewhere. But before the girls get eaten by the 
monster, we see “tons of breasts,” including several scenes of 
“sexpot” Dori Courtney showering, hot-tubbing, skinny-dip- 
ping, and just standing around in the woods waiting to be 
attacked. Unfortunately, she’s the first to go as an “evil Indian 
god” that “resembles a big stone Jack-o-Lantern” “does a bad 
impersonation of Audrey II” and forces the demon-uncle to “pile 
ketchup-drenched corpses in a , 

cave, while the remaining kids 
scream and forget their lines.” 
Heroine Debbie Dutch, who has 
a “voice like a bumblebee on a 
crash-dive,” remains “full of 
cheerful enthusiasm, very 
bouncy and bright.” (“You just 
want to hug her, squeeze her, 
and rub her all over you.”) “Didn’t 
the day of the dead teenager 
movie come and go, like, ten years 
ago? Get off of it! Nothing new 
can be done aboutit!” “A title like 
this implies a fun-bad movie. This 
is a boring-bad movie. Just a 
bunch of bickering college kids, 
and the entire subplot of the es- 
caped convict is unnecessary.” 
“A total piece of junk. I would 
like to see an interview with the 
director to see why this was 
made.” “Perhaps in an effort to 
make the ridiculousness of the 
plot seem like part of a joke, the 
monster is made utterly ridicu- fashion. 

lous. Unfortunately, the ‘joke’ sinks the film.” “No suspense, no 
pacing, no scares.” “I was once a firm believer in low-budget rule 
#6: ‘Excessive nudity and carnage will overcome all other short- 
comings.’ I wasso wrong.” “I don’t wanna name names, but one gal 
in this is so ugly she could scare the creature by threatening to 
Satan his face.” “The monster makeup crosses Teenage Franken- 
stein with Monster on the Campus.” Minority opinion: “This is 
exactly like all the other films ofits type, as predictable as a 1940's 
B western and just as enjoyable when viewed on its own terms. 
Good clean raunchy fun.” Carl Johnson, as the frat boy who 
spends the whole movie doing a “stupid drunk routine,” has the 
best line: “Hey, can I touch your tits?” Fifteen dead bodies. 
Fourteen breasts. Throat-ripping. Two explosions. Heads roll. 
Cast: Stacey Lynn (“opening credit scene on the bicycle,” “can’t 
lip-synch properly,” “sexiest” as Denise), Matthew Schiff 
(“Charles Haid lookalike” as “ignorant” frat boy J.J.), Wynn 
Reichert (“trying too hard to use facial expressions to enhance 
the role,” “guilty of dialogue dismemberment,” “dip” as “dull nerd” 
Gerald Clay), Len Lesser (“the only legitimate thespian” as old 
coot Tex), Doug Koth (“new standard for inadequate acting” as 
archeologist Uncle Ray), Eric Clark (frat boy Steve), Gloria 
Hylton (Kristina), Glen Vincent, Lynette McBrearty (shy, 
nerdy Sara), Shawn Player (Chris). Producer/Writer/Director: 
John McBrearty (“garbled, moronic plot,” “very poorly writ- 
ten”). [American Cinema Marketing/Complete Entertainment. 
1991.] Overall rating: 65. 





Lisa Zane gets the upper hand during her battle with Freddy in the confusing sequel, 
Freddy’s Dead: The Final Nightmare, a special effects dazzler in typical Nightmare 


PRoJEcT VAMPIRE 


“Boring” “lifeless” “terribly lame” “mess” starring “dull” 
Myron Natwick as a “Nazi-like” vampire college professor who 
creates a serum and lures his students into taking it and becom- 
ing sunlight-resistant vampires, creating “his own personal army” 
to rule the world. But “stupid heroine” Mary-Louise Gemmill 
(“doesn’t suck really bad”) escapes, along with an intern, “bland, 
starchy and clueless” Brian Knudson, and a “genius antidote- 
inventing friend,” the “laughably amusing” but “offensive” Chris- 
topher Cho, as a doctor who speaks in “sentences where subject 
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and verb never meet,” “inexplicably exaggerating his own Asian 
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accent” as “badly needed comic relief.” Together, the defectors 
rise up to challenge Natwick after “one long chase” that takes up 
most of the screen time. “Attempts to inject some new blood into 
the vampire mythos wrap themselves in too much medical- 
psycho mumbo-jumbo to be taken seriously, even at a cinematic 
level. Lame low-budget laboratory sets and a complete mis- 
knowledge of chemistry and computers will get plenty of scenes 
laughed offthe screen by techno-nerds everywhere.” “Sometimes 
it’s not even clear what’s going on. Ludicrously ignorant notions 
of how a computer works.” “There’s a graveyard scene rivalled 
only by Plan 9 From Outer Space in its realism.” “The bad Asian 
and Eastern European accents in the cast are particularly excru- 
ciating.” “Making a believable vampire film in a modern setting 
is frequently attempted but rarely successful. The only really 
good one I can think of is the Belgian Daughters of Darkness.” 
“Natwick tries too hard to give himself a Transylvanian accent.” 
Sixteen dead bodies. Four breasts. Four motor vehicle chases. 
One explosion. Neck-snapping. Spontaneous combustion. Vam- 
pire-on-a-stick. Cast: Kelvin Tsao (“screen presence,” “worst of 
the worst” as “big bald baddy” vampire Hopper), Ray Essler 
(“subpar,” “good” as “limping, one-eyed pal of vampires” Louis), 
Paula Randol-Smith (“bad accent” as Heidi), Christopher 
Wolf (Tom), John Scott Taylor (Dr. Paul Holt). Writer/Direc- 
tor: Peter Flynn (“enough plot holes to fill all the craters on the 
moon,” “dreadfully corny dialogue,” “plodding,” “brainless script,” 
“deplorable writing”). [AIP. 1993.] Overall rating: 62. 


Members of the Horror Committee are Terry Blass, movie poster dealer, Catawissa, Pa.; D.L. Bogart, radio personality 

and writer, Joplin, Mo.; Richard Lee Byers, writer, Riverview, Fla.; Robert A. Campbell, fourth-grade teacher, Weymouth, 

-Mass.; Vince Cornelius, Domino’s Pizza delivery man/musician/filmmaker, Caledonia, O.; Jon Elston, high school student/ 
journalist/filmmaker, Clarence, N.Y.; Paul Kazee, office manager, New York; Ken Nash, computer artist, Medford, Ore.; 
John Scoleri, editor, The Scream Factory magazine, Santa Clara, Calif.; Allen Shevy, publisher, World of Fandom magazine, 


_ Tampa, Fla.; and Matt Stone, controller, Westboro, Mass. 
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alk about your 

weird sexual 
harassment cases. 
During the recent 
shooting of Droid 
Gunner for 
Showtime, B-movie 
master Fred Olen 
Ray found himself 


smack dab in the ... Wherein we 





When Ray’s request 
was turned down 
for a face-to-face 
meeting with his 
antagonist, he took 
matters into his 
own hands. “I 
posted guards at 
each end of the cor- 


Report from the ridor,” confides 


middle of a sexual UNnOeRgrRound, the counter-cul€ure, Ray, “and put the 
harassment suit— €he out-of-—€he-mainstream, ano the girls through their 
with a man! It all Loonie fringe OF publishing, music, final scene in the 


started when he se- 


movies, Comic books, and other 


forbidden nighties! 


lected a city water were & Whata way tomake 
treatment plant for places where mi Sfl €s Owell. a living!” 
one of his futuristic € 


movie locations. He acquired the necessary permits 
and brought in his cameras and cast of leggy robo- 
girls draped, of course, in flowing lingerie. Within an 


Fred Olen Ray likes that lingerie. ee 


hour of shooting, however, a plant worker filed a suit 
against the City of Los Angeles claiming that he was 
being forced to view alluring women while on the job. 
Ray suggested putting the actresses in nun’s habits 
instead, which only offended the guy even more. 





Every Labor Day, Larry Harvey plays with 
fire. He is the mastermind behind the Black Rock 
Festival Geeormally known as Burning Man) in the 
Black Rock Desert of Nevada. The three- 
day irreverent arts festival draws thou- 
sands of revelers each year, all eager to 
participate in performance art, skeet- 
golf, or drag-racing (foot-races for cross- 
dressers). Some campers dress in cos- 
tume, go naked, or try to compete with 
one another for the most eccentrically 
decorated vehicle, but the big highlight 
of the weekend culminates in the much- 
anticipated fiery spectacle Sunday 
night—the torchlight procession and sub- 
sequent lighting of the firework-packed, 
1,500-pound, forty-foot wooden effigy, 
the Burning Man. Why tackle a project 
like the Burning Man festival? “Because 
it’s the thrill ofa lifetime,” asserts Harvey. 
“I look around me on the playa and see 
all these people painting themselves blue, 
driving weird cars, wearing strange cos- 
tumes, and they seem to be on fire, like 
lighted gas jets. Each one is saying ‘I 
am!’ ... But if you’re searching for a 
broader moral purpose, then think of the 
burning of the Man as akind of collective 
‘I am!’ Here’s a fire shared by everyone 
that has the power to consume the dif- 
ferences that normally divide us.” Or, as 
10-year-old camper Austin Brown puts 
it: “They just build a man and light him 
on fire.” Burning Man 1995 starts Au- 
gust 31 and runs through September 4. 
Admission is $25 and includes a regis- 
tration packet with a map, survival guide 
and schedule of events. The organizers are also 
looking for volunteer drummers, costumers, dancers 
and anyone willing to practice with torches. Write: 
Burning Man, P.O. Box 420572, San Francisco, CA 
94142-0572. 

i$. 


Academy graduates are learning some weird lessons in... 


Reading, Writing & Reeboks 


» ae ever meet somebody who graduated from one 
of these “Christian academies”? 

Do these places really exist? 

You guys are puttin me on, right? 

I know one girl who had to sit in a little cubicle 
all day long, without any windows or 
contact with other students. They 
stuck all the kids in these Formica 
cattle pens so that they couldn’t talk 
or “be distracted from their work.” If 
they tried to peek around the corner 
at the student next door—and you 
can imagine how tempting that was— 
they got rapped with a ruler. You can 
imagine what joyous memories she 
has of this place, which was run by a 
Pentecostal church in Louisiana. 

One thing all these schools seem 
to have in common is that boys and 
girls have to be separated. They can’t 
even use the same part of the play- 
ground. And the girls are encouraged 
to be ashamed of their bodies, by 
being forced to wear long droopy 
dresses and forbidden from using hair spray. The 
boys don’t get off easy. I heard of one place where 
they’re forbidden to wear tennis shoes with a brand 
name on them. That pretty much limits you to those 
K-Mart sneakers with the stupid green stripe around 
the bottom. 

At some of these places, they don’t let you read 
anything in class except the Bible, and they teach 
American history out of textbooks written in the 


Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 

| atrandom, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first 
| person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter 
_happens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open 
| the mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a 
| jerk in your letter, you will receive no free junk for the 
| rest of your life. 
| T-Shirts 


| Clive Barker’s Lord of Illusions (L); Married People, 
Single Sex 2 (2-XL); Real Deal Productions (L-red); Surf Nazis 
_ Must Die sweatshirt (XL); Aswang: The Unearthing (XL); Road 
Kill: The Movie (XL); Assault of the Party Nerds IT; Blue Chips; 
Robin Hood Men in Tights (XL); Dick Tracy (M); The Boff 
| Master (XL) sweatshirt. 


Videos 
|= Street Hitz starring Angelo Lopez; Street Hunter with 
i Steve Harris and Reb Brown; Strike A Pose (2); Stuck on You 
_ with Professor Irwin or S ager Cookies with ney Woronov. 





early fifties. (Gets tough when you get to the JFK 
Assassination.) 

A lot of the teaching sounds like those teachers 
we used to hear about in Communist Russia—the 
ones who would punish you for having the morally 





wrong answer. Of course, all the kids immediately 
figure out how to stay out of trouble, so they give the 
correct answer by rote. 

One school in Mississippi decided not to use 
computers because they were “dangerous” tools in 
the hands of children. 

What I wanna know is: Why did they decide to 
use the word “academy” for these places? 

Academy is the word for the place where Plato 
taught. It was actually the opposite of everything 
these people stand for. It was teaching in the open 
air, to begin with. Number two, it used the Socratic 
method—question and answer. So why would they 
take this ancient Greek word and put it on some- 
thing they obviously intend to be anti-Socratic, closed, 
and full of teachers who dictate the rules all day 
long? 

My other question is: Where were the state 
agencies that are supposed to police these places? 

Whenever you ask this question, they go “Sepa- 
ration of church and state blah blah blah.” 

This doesn’t have diddly squat to do with church 
and state. The church can set up any kind of school 
it wants. So can the state. But we just oughta make 
sure there’s a big red mark on their high school 
transcript: 

“Extremely Weird Stuff In This Guy’s Head.” 

Just so potential employers will know what 
they're dealing with, you know what I mean? 
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Dear Joe Bob: 

What is it with women 
these days anyway? The 
California Department of 
Fair Employment and 
Housing has made it so you 
can’t even look at a girl with- 
out being carted off and shot 
for sexual harassment. 

I mean, in addition to 
all the usual stuff, they’ve got this guideline threat- 
ening to send you to a forced labor camp for, in their 
words, “leering.” What exactly is “leering” anyway? 
I looked it up in the dictionary, and it defined leering 
as “to look obliquely.” So then I looked up “oblique” 
which is “designating geometric lines or planes that 
are neither perpendicular or parallel.” 

Now let me get this straight. Suppose you're 
walking along and you see a pretty girl and she 
catches you looking at her, but if you look away, 


© 
aay 
8s 
a 


g LA | 4 


to prt Hopeless 





you're no longer looking at 
her in a designated geomet- 
ric plane which is neither 
perpendicular or parallel, 
which means, even though 
youre looking away, you're 
looking at her obliquely 
which means you're leering 
at her and she'll throw the 
book at you, get you fired 
from your job, seize your retirement plan and put a 
lien on all your earthly possessions because women 
haven't figured out how to make a claim against your 
future earnings in the netherworld yet, but it’s only 
a matter of time. 
Are things this bad in Texas? 
Stu Rockett 
San Leandro, Calif. 
Dear Stu: 
Nope. In Texas, girls just beat you up. 


Joe BON | S Gotcha Covered for Spring! 





| (Books e 
* five books, 1990-95 binders, or detailed list of back issues available. a 


At last! The unveiling of Joe Bob's new and improved 
world famous t-shirt. It’s a white Lee brand short-sleeved 
tee (100 per cent cotton—none of that cheapie stuff) 
with a full-color logo and red script lettering which reads: 
“Joe Bob Briggs is a close personal friend of mine.” Use 
the order form below and remember to specify L, XL, or 
XXL. Only $14.95 plus $3 shipping. 


‘Cafe au lait My Butt? Mug 


Introducing the second mug in the series. This 15-ounce ce- 
ramic sipper is black with ‘Cafe au lait My Butt’ on the front in bright 
peach. (Other side says: “Cafe Olay used to be something guzzled 
by French weenies in shabby berets who hated American cheese- 
burgers. Nowit’s something you order with a cheeseburger fo make 
your date think you’re not a weenie. ”—Joe Bob Briggs) $9.95—plus 
$3 shipping. Original ‘Cappuccino My Butt’ mug now available in 
black with bright green lettering. 


Cueck Out Joe Bos’s Turee B’s 
Binders e Back Issues) Ordering information for Joe Bob’s 


‘Body Sho?’ Bonanza 
Buy a year’s subscription and get ‘Body Shot’ for only $10! 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
gift) of The Joe Bob Report and get the amazingly compli- 
cated erotic thriller, Body Shot, for only $10. Robert Patrick 
plays a pervert tabloid photographer/stalker who also hap- 
pens to be the hero. Offer expires August 31, 1995. 


Yes, here’s $45 fora year’s subscription, plus Body Shot 
video—$80 in foreign countries. 


[| Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


L 


Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


Name 

Address 

City SS oo 
Charge Card # 

Check one: MC __ Visa ____ Exp. Date 


signature 


(For video only, send $14.95 plus $2 postage and handling. 
Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report.) 


Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-985-7448) 
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Contest #1 


Brian Tramel of Steele, Missouri: “In the sum- 
mer of 1976, my parents ventured to the drive-in 
with me in the back seat. My dad went to see a nudie 
double-feature in Blytheville, Ar- 
kansas. I was expected to sleep 
after the movies got started, since 
I was only 10 years old. But even 
then, I wanted to see boobs! The 
first movie I caught scenes of was 
Chatterbox starring Candice 
Rialson and her talking vagina. I 
recently was able to rent this 
movie via mail and enjoyed it. 
I’m wanting to find a copy of the 
second feature, but I have no 
idea what the name of the movie 
is. The only scene that I can re- 
member is of women dressed in 
wooden boxes. These boxes were 
in shapes of triangles and 
squares. The boxes had circles of 
bright colors painted on them 
with holes drilled in them. The 
holes were drilled over the boobs 
and one over the vagina. Guys would pay money to 
put their hands in the holes. It’s the only scene I can 
remember, and I would appreciate any help you can 


Contest #2 


B. Hutsler of Atlanta: “Am extremely inter- 
ested in finding a movie I remember seeing on TV as 
a child (circa 1965-1970, heyday of the drive-ins). 
The movie was about the classic ‘Good Vs. Evil’ plot, 
and used a magic ring as the major prop. I distinctly 
remember the good character and the bad character 
sitting in large chairs facing each other, using the 
magic rings on each others’ hand to do battle. One 
result was to cause the Good to experience the 
feeling of falling while strapped in his chair, another 
to feel like he was on fire, etc. I have searched in 
earnest on the available databases on CompuServe 
with no luck. I am turning to you as a final hope. If 
you can help, I will forever be grateful.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each contest. (In 


the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the January 23 issue, Monroe Pastermack 
of Oakland, California, wrote: “I certainly am aware 
of a number of films made from Richard Connell’s 


The Most Dangerous Game, but the one I am trying 
to recall ends with a great fight in the house of the 
hunt organizer. Both he and our hero fight using a 
mixed array of his edged-weapon collection. While 
choking our hero with a wire, the villain is killed by 





Michael Dudikoff (left) attempts to prove to Mark Aigimo that 
bad breath can kill, in Avenging Force. 


being pushed back onto a sword sticking from a 
statue.” 

We received five correct answers, so our winner 
was chosen by drawing, and heis... 

Kenneth Carr of Budingen, Germany: “The 
name of the movie you are looking for is Avenging 
Force starring Michael Dudikoff, Steve James, Wil- 
liam Wallace, and John P. Ryan. Dudikoff plays 
Matt Hunter, an ex-Secret Service agent trying to 
protect his friend from aa group of political terrorists 
called the ‘Pentangle.’ Hope this is right.” 

Additional information came from our four run- 
ners-up... 

Terry Maher of Stow, Ohio: “Avenging Force is 
a 1986 Cannon Group production. Drive-in regular 
John P. Ryan plays the head villain, whose hench- 
men wore Michael Myers masks while stalking their 
prey. In my opinion, it’s superior to Hard Target.” 

Also answering correctly were Eugene Gurik 
of Grafenwohr, Germany; Dan Navarro of 
Diyabakir, Turkey; and Alexander Webb of Durant, 
Oklahoma. 


We Have Another Winner! 


In the February 6 issue, Sgt. Dave Johnson, 
U.S. Air Force, Crete, Greece, wrote: “Have you ever 
heard of a movie called California 405? It supposedly 
stars the fat guy who plays the boss on the TV 
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idiodrama Hunter. The same guy 
who also had a tiny slime-less role 
in Kurt Russell’s The Thing. And 
it reportedly takes place entirely 
on the freeways surrounding Los 
Angeles (in people’s cars ‘n’ stuff). 
I’m told this movie made its debut 
at the 1990 Cannes Film Festival. 
I had a bit part in it, late in the 
production, and haven’t been able 
to find hide nor hair of it any- 
where. The director was a Ger- 
man named Ulli Lommell .. .” 
We received two correct an- 
swers, so our winner was chosen 
by drawing. And he is... 
Robert Firsching of Wash- 
ington, D.C.: “Ulli Lommel, as 
youre probably aware, also did 
that great piece of early-eighties 
mirror-fu called The Boogeyman. 
Well, this picture ain’t no 
Boogeyman. It’s now called The 
g Sweat, and stars Robert Z’Dar 
as a decidedly un-maniac cop who 
tries using psychology on Steve 
Molone, who double-crossed the 





mob to get him to turn state’s 


evidence. The only thing is, Z’Dar’s 
doing all this therapy going about 
120 on the El Lay freeway while 
he’s chasing the guy down. Mean- 
while, Molone’s pal Kevin McBride 
keeps trying to make the sign of 
the three-finned hammerhead 
with his hostage (Cheri Caspari) 
in the back seat. You get a whole 
lot of car crashes, bad rape jokes, 
and Z’Dar saying things like ‘I 
hate sex and drugs because I’m 
always high’ before the final crack- 
up, which you don’t even see! I 
mean, you see a burning picture!!! 
Well, at least the car wrecks are 
good, ‘cause Ulli wisely let H.B. 
Halicki direct them before he fell 
offa watertower and died. Halicki’s 
the guy that did the outdoor fave 
Gone in 60 Seconds (72 or ’73), in 
which he cracked up 93 cars in a 
40-minute chase scene. That movie 
was much better than this one. 
Rent it instead.” 

Also answering correctly was 
Ken Vaughn of Bowling Green, 
Kentucky. 





Video Sales 


Bloodsoaked shootouts! Kung fu babes! out- 


rageous swordplay fantasies! Uncut Japa- 
nese XXX, and complete Godzilla selection. 
Films, posters, books, and more! Free cata- 
log: Video Madman, Dept. J, P.O. Box 40094, 
San Diego, CA 92164. 


Personal 


-Anybody out there wanna be penpals? I’d 


like to get to know other Joe Bob followers. 
Drop mealine! Big Jim Black, P.O. Box 782, 
Grover, NC 28073-0782. o 


Video Trades 


If anyone has a copy of the 1934 classic It’s 
a Gift starring W.C. Fields, I would like to 
buy it. Nancy Traynor, 37 Summer St., 
Rutland, VT 05701-2845. 

® 
Wanted: Battle of the Amazons. W.M. Graf, 
21 Van Duyne Ave., Riverdale, NJ 07457. 
XXX-adult videos traded for XXX-porn mags 
(hetro, bi, couples, solo-male). Specify in- 
terest and send with mags to: M.J. Stotts, 
MDC 17829-034, Box 2147, San Juan 00922- 
2147. 


- Trade female wrestling, facesitting, bond- 


age, female domination videos. J. Vogel, 
218 Birmingham Ave., Pittsburgh, PA 
15210. 


Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 














5 ox 2002, T Dal 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


| 

| 

| 

Place a personal ad or message, | 

sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! | 

Fax your ad to 214-985-7448 and charge | 
to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t 

forget your signature and expiration | 

date) or mail your ad with check pay- | 

able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box | 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will 

appear in approximately three weeks. | 

Display advertising is $75 per inch. 

| 

| 

| 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
price! 


SECOND 
CLASS 


POSTAGE 
PAID 














